CHAPTER   V.

ROMANCE AND THE DRAMA.

*
HEY first read Walter Scott.

It was like the surprise of a new
world.

The men of the past who had
for them been only phantoms or
names, became living beings, kings,
princes, wizards, footmen, gamekeepers, monks, gip-
sies, merchants, and soldiers, who deliberate, fight,
travel, trade, eat and drink, sing and pray, in the ar-
mouries of castles, on the blackened benches of inns,
in the winding streets of cities, under the sloping
roofs of booths, in the cloisters of monasteries. Land-
scapes artistically arranged formed backgrounds for
the narratives, like the scenery of a theatre. You
follow with your eyes a horseman galloping along the
strand; you breathe amid the heather the freshness of
the wind; the moon shines on the lake, over which a
boat is skimming; the sun glitters on the breast-
plates; the rain falls over leafy huts. Without having
any knowledge of the models, they thought these pic-
tures lifelike and the illusion was complete.
And so the winter was spent.